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Cel. And mine to eeke out her*. 

Bgfl Fare you welhpraie heauen I be deceiu’d in you. 
Cel . Your hearts defires be with you. 

Char. Come, where is this yong gallant, that is f* 
defirous to lie with his mother earth l 

Orl. Readie Sir,but his will hath in it a more modeft 
working. 

t Duk c , You (hall trie but one fall. 

Cha. No.I warrant your Grace you (hall not entreat 

him to a fecond, that haue fo mightilie perfwaded him 
from a firft, 

Orl. You meane to mocke me after: you fliould not 
haue mockt me before: but come your waies. 

Hof. Now Hercules, be thy fpeedc yong man. 

Cel. I would I were inuifible,to catch the ftrong fel¬ 
low by the ligge. W'raJUe. 

Rof. Oh excellent yong man. 

Cel. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eie,I can tell who 
fhould downe. Shout. 

Dh k- No more, no more. 

Orl. Yes I befccch your Grace, I atruiot yet well 
breath’d. 

Duk. How do'ft thou Charles} 

LeBeu. He cannot fpeake my Lord, 

Duk. Beare him awaie: 

What is thy name yong man ? 

Orl. Orlando my Liege, the yongeft fonne of Sir Ro¬ 
land de Boys. 

Duk. I would thou hadft beene fon to feme man elfe. 
The world efkem’d thy father honourable. 

But I did findehim ftill mine enemie: 

Thou (hould’ft haue better pleas’d me with this deede, 
Hadftthou defeended from another houfe : 

But fate thee well, thou art a gallant youth, 

I would thou had’d told me of another Father; 

Exit Duke. 

Cel. Were I my Father (Core) would I do this ? 

Orl. I am more proud to be Sir Rolands fonne, 

His yongeft fonne, and would not change that calling 
To be adopted heire to Eredricke. 

Rof. My Father lou’d Sir Roland as his foule. 

And all the worl d was of my Fathers mindc, 

Had I before knownc this yong man his fonne, 

I fhould haue giuen him tcares vnto entreaties. 

Ere he (hould thus haue ventur’d. 

Cel. Gentle Cofcn, 

Let vs goe thanke him,and encourage him: 

My Fathers rough and enuious difpofition 
Sticks me at heart: Sir,you haue well deferu’d. 

If you doe keepe your promifes in loue; 

Jut iuftly as you haue exceeded all promife, 

Your Miftris fhall be happie. 

Rof. Gentleman, 

Weare this for me: one out ofluites with fortune 
That could giue more,but that her hand lacks mcanes. 
Shall we goe Coze ? 

Cel. I :fareyou well fairc Gentleman. 

Orl. Can I not fay,I thanke you? My better p^arts 
Are ail throwne downe, and that which here ftands vp 
Is but a quintine, a mecre liuelcfle blocke. 

“Rof. He cals vs back: my pride fell with my fortunes, 
lie askehitn what he would: Did you call Sir? 

Str, you haue wraftled well, and ouerthrowne 
More then your enemies. 

Cel. Will you goe Coze? 

Ref. Haue with you: fare you well. Exit, 


OrAWhat pillion hangs thefe waightiTp6m v ,^"- 
I cannotfpeake to her, yet flic vrg’d conference! 

Enter LeBeu. 

O poore Orlando ’ thou art ouerthrowne 
Or Cbarles,or fomething weaker mafters thee. 

Le Beu.G ood Sir,I do in friendfhrp counfajk v 
Te leaue this place j Albeit you haue deferu’d 
High commendation, true applaufe,and loue • 

Yet fuch is now the Dukes condition. 

That he mifeonfters all that you haue done: 

The Duke is humorous, what he is indeede 
More fuites you to conceiue.thcn I to fpeake of 
Orl. I thanke you Sir j and pray you tell me this 
Which of the two was daughter of the Duke ’ 

That here was at the Wraftling ? 

£*2fc*.Ncither his daughter,ifwe iudge by mannttj 
But yet indeede the taller is his daughter, 

The other is daughter to the banifh’d Duke, 

And here detain’d by her vfurping Vncle 
To keepe his daughter companie, whofe loues 
Are dccrer then the naturall bond of Sifters ; 

But I can tell you, that of late this Duke 
Hath tane difpleafurc’gainft his gentle Neece, 
Grounded vpon no other argument. 

But that the people praife her for her vertues. 

And pittic her, for her good Fathers fake; 

And on my life his malice ’gainft the Lady 
Will fodainly breakc forth: Sir,fare you well. 
Hereafter in abetter world then this, 

1 fhall defire more loue and knowledge of you, 

Orl. I reft much bounden to you: fare you well. 
Thus muft I from the fmoake into the fmother. 

From tyrant Duke.vnto a tyrant Brother, 

But hcauenly2fa/St/»»f. j Xll 


Scena Tertim. 


Enter felia and Rofaline. 

Cel Why Cofen, why Rofaline : Cupidhiuc mercit. 
Not a word ? 

Rof, Not one to throw at a dog. 

Cel, No, thy words are too precious to be caft away 
vpon curs,throw fome of them at me; come Urn* met 
withreafons. 

Rof. Then there were two Cofens laid vp, when the 
one (hould be lam’d with reafons, and the other mad 
without any. 

Cel. But is all this for your Father ? 

Rof. No, fome of it is for my chiides Father: Oh 
how full of briers is this working day world. 

Cel. They are but burs, Cofcn, throwne-vpon thee 
in holiday foolerie, if we walke not in the uodden paths 
our very petty-coates will catch them. 

Rof. I could (hake them off my coate, thefe burs ate 
in my heart. 

Cel. Hem them away, 

Ref. I would try if I could cry hem,and haue him. 

Cel. Conte,come, wraftlewith thyaffe^ions. 

Rof. O they take the pan of a better wraftlcr then 
my fclfe. 

Q, • good wifli vpon you: you will trie in time 
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—r 77Ce.\\~hut turning thefe icft&G^Gticruice, 
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*^The 8 D^my Father lou’d hi, Fa.h«d«,enc- 
^fo d r"yfttLrh«edhia farher de=rely> y« I ^ 

Enter Duke with Lords, 

K r Let me loue him for that, and do you loue him 
Recaufc I d°e- Looke, here comes the Duke; 

D • Cel. With his eics full of anger. 

J)hk; MiftrMlfpatch you with your fafeft haftc, 

. n( j get you from °ur Court. ■ . 

Rof. Me Vncle. 

pukj YouColcn, ’ 

Within thefe ten dales if that thou beeft found 
Soncere our publike Court as twentic miles. 

Thou died tone. 

Rof. I doe bcfeech your Grace 
T et me the knowledge of my fault beare with me : 

Ifwith cny felfe I hold intelligence. 

Or haue acquaintance with mine owne dcfircs, 
if that I doe not dtcame, or be not franticke, 

(As I doe trull I am not) then decre Vncle, 
fjeuer fo much as in a thought vnborne. 

Did I offend yourhighneffe. 

Dakj Thus doe all Traitors, 
if their purgation did eonfift in words. 

They are as innocent as grace it felfe; 

Let it fuffice thee that I truft thee not . 

Rof Yet your miftruft cannot make me a Traitor; 

Tell me whereon thelikclihoods depends? 

Duk, Thou art thy Fathers daughter,there’s enough. 
Rgf.So was I when your highnes took his Dukdomc, 
So was I when your highuefle banifht him; 

Treafon is not inherited my Lord, 

Or ifwe did deriue it from our friends. 

What's that to me, my Father was no Traitor, 

Then good my Lcige, miftake me not fo much, 

Tothinkemy pouercicis treacherous. 

Cel. Deere Soueraigne hearc me fpeake. 

Duk- I Celia, we (laid her for your fake, 

Elfe had (he with her Father rang’d along. 

Cel. I did not then intreat to haue her (lay. 

It was yourpleafure, and your owne remorfe, 

I was too yong that time to value her. 

But now I know her: if fhe be a Trai tor. 

Why fo am I; we ftill haue flept together, 

Rofc at an inftant, lcarn’d, plaid,eate together, 

And whcrefperc we went,likc/»»w Swans, 

Still we went coupled and iufeperable. 

Dulf. She is too fubtile for thee, and her fmoothnes; 
Herveriefilence,andperpaticnce, o 

Speake to thepeople, and they pittie her: ,, ■ . ; 

Thou art a foole, fherobsthee of thy name, 

And thou wilt fhow morebright,& feem moifC. vertuour 
When (he is gone: then open notthy lips 
Firme,and irreuocable is my doombe. 

Which I haue pad vponh(5r,(hcisbanilh’d, .. ,li; i 

Cel. Prqnouncc that fentencc then on mc my Lcige, 
I cannot line outofhcrcompaqk, dj 


Du^. You area:foole:youNeiceprouide your felfe', , 
If you out-ftay the time, vpon mine honor. 

And in the greatneffeotmy word you die. 

Exit Duke,&c. i 

Cel. O my poore Rcfiiltnc,whetbcv wilt thou goe? 
Wilt thou changcFathcrs ? I will giue thee mine: 

I charge thee be not thou more grieu’d then I am. 

Rof, I haue more caufe. > 

Cel. Thou haft not Cofen, 

Prethec be cheerefull; know’ft thou aot the Duke 
Hath banifh’d me his daughter ? 

Rof. That hp hath not. 

Cel. No,hath not ? Rofaline lacks then the loue 
Which ttacheth thee that thou and I am one. 

Shall we be fundred ? fnall wc part fweete girle ? 

No, let my Father feeke another heire: 

Therefore deuife with me how wemay flic '• 

Whether to goe, and what to beare with vs. 

And doe not feeke to take your change vpon you, 

To beare your griefes your felfe,and leaue me out: 

For by this heauen, now at our forrowespale; 

Say what thou canft. He goe along with thee. 

Rof. Why, whether (hall we goe f 

Cel. To feeke my Vncle in the Forrcft of-<^Wf». 

Rof. Alas.what danger will it be to vs, 

(Maides as weare) to trauell forth fofarre ? 
Beautieprouokeththccues fooner then gold. 

Cel. I le put my felfe in poore and meane attire. 

And wichakindeofvmberfmirchmyface. 

The like doe you.fo fhall we paffe along. 

And neucr ftir aflailants, 

Rof. Were it not better, 

Becaufe that I am more then common tall, J 

That I did fuitc me all points like a man, : 

A gallant curtelaxvpon my thigh, 

A bore-fpeare in m.y hand, and in my heart 
Lye there what hidden womans feare there will. 

Week haue a fwaflring and a marfliall outfide, 

As manic other mannifh cowards haue. 

That doe outface ic-with their femblances. 

Cel. What (hall I call thee when thou art ; a man? 

Rof. lie haue no worfe 3 name then Awr ownePagq, 
And therefore looke yon call me Canimed. 

But what will you by call’d? . 1 - 

Cel. Something that hath a reference to my date: 
No longer Celia , but Aliena. 

Rof. But Cofen, what if we aflaiditofteale i ; 

The clownifh Foole out of your Fathers Court: 

Would he not be a comfort to our traiiailc? .• 1 . 

Cel. Heck goe alosgore the Wide world with rae, 
Leaue me alone to woe him j-Let’s away 
And get our Iewels and our wealth together, 

Deuife the fitted time, and fafeft way 
To hide vs from purfulte that will be made 
After my flight: now goe in.we content n 
Tolibcrtie,andnottobani(hmcnt.- ill 


II “1 


Exeunt. 


Jflus Secundus* Scoena Trima. 


sho 1 


-tit tu 


Enter Duke Senior: Amyewt,andtw»or three Lords 
like Eerrefters. 

- 2?«^.5e».Nowmy Coe*ruares,and brothers i, exile: 
Hath not old cuftome made this life more fwee > 

Then 
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